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<Ah, thank God! here it is.'
*Yes, thank God; but it has no address!5
My heart was beating wildly. I broke open the seal, and
found written,  in place of the  address, these  words in •
Italian:—	«
*To the noblest man I have ever known in my life.*
Could these words be addressed to me? I opened the
sheet; inside, on a blank sheet of paper, was written—
'Henriette!' and not another word.
lo non mori, e non remail vivo. Henriette! Yes, the note
was in her very own style; it had the laconic eloquence
peculiar to her. I remembered the last letter I had received
from her—cAdieu*—and nothing more!
Henriette, whom I had loved so dearly, and whom, it
seemed to me now, I loved more than ever!
'Henriette,3 said I to myself, cyou saw me, cruel one, and
you would not allow me to see you! You feared perhaps
that you had lost some of your ancient charm, the beauty
that sixteen years ago held me a willing victim? I love you
still with all the strength of first love. Why did you not
give me the pleasure of hearing from your own lips that you
are happy? It is the only question I would have put to you,
cruel one. I would not even have asked you if you love me
still; for I know I am unworthy to be loved by you, I s^hc
have cared for so many women since I parted from you,
the sweetest of your sex. Adorable and generous Henriette,
I shall fly to you to-morrow, as you say your house is always
open to me.3
But on maturer reflection, I concluded that she had tried
to show me plainly that she did not wish to see ine—not
then, at any rate. I determined that I would respect her
wishes; but, at the same time, I resolved not to die without
seeing her again.
Poor Marcolina breathlessly watched the effect of her
communication. I turned and embraced her with a strange
fury.
'Dear friend,' she said at last, cyou frighten me!  You

